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worst that we shall endure; bombs and aerial
torpedoes have fallen every five minutes for a
period of ten hours, dropped by groups of
apparently unintercepted raiders who have
circled the metropolis at least twenty times.
Trying to rest in our fragile basement, with a
cushion over my face to save my head from the
expected descent of the ceiling, I have listened
to bombs-dropping nearer and nearer from each
group of raiders, waited tensely for the next to
fall on me, and-relaxed twenty times for a few
moments when the crash has sounded just on
the other side. For the second successive period
after nearly four weeks of interrupted nights, I
have not slept at all. Now I nod in the taxicab
on my way to the Ministry of Labour, though
London has at last begun to display recognisable
wounds, and each ugly gap in a familiar street
strikes with the effect of a new blow upon the
most bemused imagination.

At the Ministry I talk for half an hour to a
friendly official, who explains to me some of the
changes now occurring within the munitions
industry. Even in peacetime, he tells me, the
engineering profession is among the largest in
the country and, within limits, is one of the most
skilled. The highly trained operators who "set"
their own machines amount only to about twenty
thousand; the mass of workers use machines
which others have set up. One of the chief